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Ten Years 


Author's Notes: 
None of the events that happen in this story are real, and some fictional characters have been added for the 


sake of the story. Enjoy! 


It had been almost ten years ago now. Somehow. Kirk wasn't really sure it was possible that it was so long ago. 
The night was still very clear in his memory. Everything about it was still just as vivid as the morning after it 
happened. 


It had been 1984 then, and Kirk was still kind of the new guy, still a little shy. But Lars had always made him 
feel more at home. He quickly became Kirk's best friend. It hadn't taken him long to realize that he felt 
something more for Lars, though. And on the night everything changed, he thought Lars felt the same way. 


Now he knew that was only a sad misconception. 


They had both been drunk that night, Kirk not so much as Lars. It had started when, in the state of 


drunkenness that he was, Lars fell into Kirk's lap. At first they laughed, which had slowly turned into staring, 
and before Kirk could drown completely in his beautiful green eyes, Lars leaned up and closed the gap between 
them with a kiss. Kirk was so shocked at first that he froze, but it didn't take long for him to relax. Slowly, 
hands started exploring and tugging at clothing and kisses were being peppered across necks and ears and 
collarbones. Kirk could vaguely recall some footsteps and a blond mass of hair briefly entering the room, only 
to be gone just as quickly. It hadn't taken him long to put that together as James, but in the moment, he 
hadn't cared. 


Kirk did things that night with Lars that he had never done with another man, and things that he thought he 
would never do with anyone but Lars. After it was over, Lars had fallen asleep in a little ball against Kirk's 
side, but Kirk couldn't sleep. Before, he had a crush, but now, he was in love. And at the time, he believed that 


Lars could be, too. 


Kirk had woken up the next day to an empty bed. After he had gotten used to the headache he had from his 
hangover, he thought about the night before. He couldn't help smiling when it crossed his mind, and he wanted 
to find Lars more than anything. After putting on some clothes, he left the hotel room and set off to find 
Lars, though he had no idea where he might be. When he got to the lobby, James was the first person he 


saw, and he was met with a strange look. 
"Hey, Kirk. Uh, what's up?" James said, obviously a little offput. 
‘Looking for Lars. Have you seen him?" Kirk asked with a slight tilt of his head. 


"He went to go grab some breakfast. He's pretty hungover from all the drinking he did last night," James said, 
still eyeing Kirk awkwardly. 


Kirk knew that James caught them, and he figured it was better not to pretend he didn’t know. "James, you, 
um, you saw us last night, didn't you?" he asked shyly, starting to chew on his lip. James only nodded in reply, 
and after a few moments of awkward silence, Cliff walked in, looking tired and a little grumpy as he usually did 


in the mornings. 


"Lars is gonna be here in a minute. He has breakfast and stuff,” Cliff mumbled before yawning and shoving his 
hands in his pockets. He was obviously hungover, too. 


It hadn't been long before Lars walked in with a bunch of food, which James eagerly jumped on Lars was 
nursing a cup of coffee and Cliff was sitting next to him and absently staring a bagel when Kirk sat down on 
the other side of Lars. 


Lars grinned miserably at Kirk and he smiled back, saying, "Hey, how'd you sleep?" 


Lars shrugged, then replied, "Fine. Uh, sorry | passed out in your bed last night. I'm not even sure how | ended 
up there." He laughed a little as he said it and took another sip of his coffee. 


Kirk attempted to smile back, but his heart had dropped. He could feel the tears stinging his eyes, but he tried 
to stay calm. "Y-you don't? Don't remember anything at all?" he asked weakly, looking down so Lars wouldn't 


see his face. 


Lars frowned and thought for a few moments before saying, "Nope. It's all a blur. | don't remember any of it. 


Why, did | hook up with someone hot? Did | trash your room?" He smiled again and tilted his head. 


It was then that Kirk noticed James watching him, hearing all of it. He saw the apologetic look on his face and 
the mouthed "I'm sorry". He finally looked back up at Lars and smiled the most painful smile he ever had. 


"No, Lars. Nothing happened. Just came in and talked about stupid shit for a little while and passed out. | gotta 
go do something. I'll meet you guys later." 


Lars nodded and kept drinking his coffee, and Kirk got up quickly and walked away. He could already feel the 
tears coming again, and soon they were running down his face. As he made his way back to his room, he heard 


footsteps behind him and a voice calling, "Hey, wait." James's voice. 


Kirk sniffed and wiped his eyes off as much as possible before he turned around. "What, James?" he said, his 


voice quivering and ready to break. 
James walked closer. "I'm really sorry about Lars, man. l-l didn't know you felt that way about him." 


Kirk frowned and shook his head, then swallowed the lump in his throat. "| should have known better than to 
think he actually wanted to be with me. He was just drunk" He kept his head down for a few moments, but 


before he knew what was happening, he was losing it all over again, sobbing, right in front of James. 


James walked even closer and engulfed him in an awkward hug, just letting Kirk cry. When Kirk finally calmed 
down, he stepped back. "Th-thank you, James," Kirk mumbled shyly. He felt bad for letting all of that go in 
front of James, but he couldn't help it. 


‘Its okay. Y'know, Kirk, don't give up just yet. Okay? I'm sure the time will come someday.” James gave him a 


reassuring nod and a smile before he started back toward the lobby, where the others were. 


Ten years ago that had happened, and it was still just as fresh in Kirk's mind. James never mentioned what had 
happened again, and Kirk didn't, either. He'd always hoped James would be right, but now he knew his 
relationship with Lars was nothing but a hopeless fantasy. They were still just as close as they'd always been, 
but it was bittersweet for Kirk now. He could never see Lars without remembering that night. It was even 
worse lately. Lars had a girlfriend. They were always together. Lars talked about her a lot, and Kirk always just 
went along with it, but it was difficult. 


Since Lars's girlfriend was out of town for a few days, he was having Kirk and James over to hang out one 


night. Kirk didn't really want to go, didn't want to hear anything more about his girlfriend, didn't want to have 
to see him and think about everything he felt. But at the same time, he always wanted to see him more than 
anything. He still loved him. It had only gotten worse since that night. 


Kirk got there first, of course, which meant more time that he would have to be alone with Lars. The second 


Lars answered the door, he threw himself at Kirk and hugged him. 


"Kirk! What's up?" Lars said excitedly. Kirk could just melt at the way Lars said his name. He could melt at just 
about anything Lars did. 


"Hey, Lars," he said, smiling and walking inside. Lars followed him and grabbed him a drink before they both 
settled on the couch. 


"How have you been? | haven't seen you in a while. Jen and | have been so busy," Lars said. 


Kirk nodded, feeling his heart drop a little at the mention of Lars's girlfriend. "Yeah, it's been a while. l'm um, 
y'know, just hanging out. Not doing much, really. Missed you lately, though." 


Lars grinned, then tilted his head. "Did you?" he said, taking a long drink of the beer he was holding before 


looking at Kirk again and waiting for his answer. 


Kirk shifted uncomfortably and cleared his throat. He couldn't even bring himself to look Lars in the eye right 
now. "Um, yeah. l-l did," he said, a little too quietly. 


He knew Lars would sense something, and he knew Lars was being a little too quiet now. But, just in time to 
save them from this, James barged in loudly, yelling, "Hey, fuckers! What's up?" He walked in the room, already 
wearing a boisterous grin that told Kirk that James was ready to have fun. Kirk, on the other hand, was 
already longing to curl into a ball at home, alone, where he could do his best to drown out any thoughts of 
Lars or his beautiful girlfriend. 


James flopped down on the couch next to Lars, leaving Kirk and Lars still sitting next to each other. Lars 
happily scooted closer to Kirk to make more room on the couch, which made Kirk's cheeks heat up. Being that 


close to Lars always made him a little nervous. 


"So, what're we watching tonight? Something good? Please, Lars, not another shitty foreign film," James said, 
groaning at the idea of it. 


Lars gave him a defensive look. 
"That was a good film! You just don't have any taste in anything worth a shit," he said, huffing a little. 
James raised his eyebrows, then replied, "No, | just have taste in things that aren't shit" He laughed both at 


his own joke and the glare Lars was giving him, and Kirk finally felt himself relaxing a little. 


Lars turned to Kirk then. 


"Kirk has taste. | think Kirk should pick the movie. Anything you choose won't be worth five minutes, let alone 
two hours." Lars gave James a satisfied smile as James rolled his eyes, then they both turned their eyes on 


Kirk, waiting for his decision 


He thought for a few moments, mentally thumbing through every horror movie he could think of. Finally, he 
settled on one that he knew Lars would have, probably because it was once his. "I think we should watch The 
Exorcist," Kirk said, looking at the others for a reaction 


While James nodded in eager agreement, Lars looked at Kirk reluctantly. "Are you sure, Kirk? That movie is 


scary," he said, chewing on his lip. Kirk forced himself not to stare, because it drove him crazy when Lars did 


that. 


Before Kirk could answer, James cut in. "Don't be a baby, Lars. Just go put the movie in" Kirk smiled at James, 
glad he was doing all the talking so Kirk didn't have to. He was grateful for James's loudness often these days, 
allowing him to become more reserved without being noticed. 


Lars put the movie in, then walked back over to the couch and sat even closer to Kirk than ever. He gave Kirk 
a pouty face, then said, "| hope you're happy, Kirk Making me watch this scary movie. | might need you to 


protect me." 


Kirk shifted uncomfortably in his seat, still managing to smile at Lars. "You'll be fine, Lars. It isnt that scary," 
he replied, then tried to distract himself by turning his attention toward the movie. 


The further the movie progressed, the more Lars jumped, and the closer he moved to Kirk. Right at the 
scariest moment, Lars yelled and wrapped his arms around Kirk's neck. Kirk flinched and attempted to pull 
himself away, but Lars wouldn't let go. 

"Kirky, you gotta protect me from the monsters,’ Lars said, making that same adorable pouty face at him. 
Kirk could barely handle it now. Everything was rushing back to him all in one moment. The way Lars had 
smelled, how his voice was, how it felt to have him so close. It was unbearable. 


Kirk had already been hanging on by just a thread when Lars swung his legs over Kirk's lap. That had done it. 
He snapped. He tensed, then pushed Lars's small body off of him and hard into James. 
"Jesus, Lars! Why can't you just leave me alone? Why do you need to do that shit? It drives me fuckin’ crazy, 


manl l-I can't handle it anymore. Its been ten fucking years since-since..fuck, | just can't do this, Lars." 


Kirk got out of the house fast and drove away even faster, feeling the same deep sadness welling up in him, a 
sadness he'd tried all these years to suppress. He turned the radio up as loud as he could and rolled the 
window down, trying to drown out the sound of his own racking sobs. He knew he was speeding, but he didn't 


even care. 


After about twenty minutes, he finally pulled up at his house. He ran inside and threw himself at his bed, 
sobbing even harder than before. He barely heard his phone ringing. After taking a few deep breaths and 


calming himself a little, he picked the phone up. 


Before he could even get out a "hello", James's angry voice filled his ears. "Dick move, Hammett. Dick fucking 
move. He's hysterical. He has no idea what's wrong, y'know. It isn't his fault he doesn't remember. | don't know 
where he went. Probably to go and fucking find you. Don't-don't you hurt him like that again, Kirk He-he loves 
you," James said, his voice breaking. Kirk had never heard him like that before. He didn't know what to think. 


"He doesn't love me, James, and he never-" 
"Bullshit, Kirk. He wouldn't run after you after everything you said to him if he didn't love you." 


Kirk didn't reply for a few moments, not sure what to think. What if James was right? Kirk already felt 


horrible, even though he wasn't sure if he believed it. "l-1 don't know, James." 
Kirk heard James sigh. "I do. He's my best friend. | know, Kirk" With that, James hung up the phone. 


The second he sat the phone down, Kirk burst into tears again. He just couldn't stop them from coming. He 
curled himself into a tiny ball, letting the sadness take over him in a way he never had before. He didn't know 
what to think or do or feel, but no matter what James said, Kirk was sure that Lars hated him. Kirk hated 


himself for what he said to Lars, so there was no way that Lars could ever forgive him. 


Yet, because he was so distracted, Kirk didn't notice the soft thud of his front door or the quiet footsteps 
that entered the house and eventually came upon his bedroom. He didn't notice the small, anguished man that 
stood in his doorway, and he didn't notice the weak call of his name. He didn't notice any of it until he felt his 
bed sink just a little lower, as Lars gently sat on the edge of it. Kirk looked up slowly, sat up, but didn't stop 
crying, as badly as he wanted to. 


"Lars? Why... he trailed off, not daring to meet his eyes. 


"What happened, Kirk? What did | do?" The brokenness in Lars's voice was enough to break Kirk's heart all over 


again. 


Kirk didn't speak for a long time, but finally, he thought he could do it. He swallowed hard and took a deep 
breath, though he still couldn't bring himself to meet those eyes, eyes that he knew were probably filled with 


just as much sadness as his voice. 


"D'you remember that night that you fell asleep in my room, Lars? It-it's been about ten years ago, now. A 
long time ago. And-and how | told you that you just crashed there?" He paused for a long time, preparing 
himself for the next part of the story. "Lars, that isn't what happened. Y-you kissed me. Kissed me like I've 
never gotten kissed by anyone. And-and.after that." Kirk couldn't make himself say it. He knew he'd lose all of 
his composure if he tried to say it. "The next morning, | was so excited to see you. | thought everything | 
wanted was going to happen. l-l thought that you..loved me. But you didn't even know any of it happened." His 
voice was barely a whisper by the time he had finished, and he could already feel the tears starting to come 


again. He hid his face with his hands, dreading how quiet Lars had been the whole time. He knew it never meant 
something good. 


"Kirk, listen. |-" 


"Don't say it, Lars. Please. | can't bear it. | know you don't love me, can't love me, won't love me. | know you 
have a girlfriend and | know you're not gay. I'm so sorry | did this to you," he said, curling up tighter and 
letting the sobs engulf him again. 


Only a few moments later, Kirk felt warm, strong arms wrap around him, felt himself being pulled closer to 


Lars. "Where'd you get the idea that | don't love you?" Lars said softly, shakily, squeezing Kirk even tighter. 
"Lars, | don't mean like friends. | mean | love you like | want to be with you," he mumbled, sniffing. 


| know what you mean, stupid. And l'm sorry for all this time. l-l remember that night. But | thought it was a 
dream. | was so fucking drunk, | just assumed it was something | made up. | never thought that-that you and 


me would actually do that." 


"Yeah, well, we did. And-and it made me fall in love with you. And I've never stopped being in love with you." 
Kirk felt his whole face heat up, and he was so nervous. Then, he felt gentle fingers under his chin, tilting his 


face up. 


‘lm in love with you, Kirk. You make me fall in love with you all the time. Seeing your smile can make my whole 
day, no matter how shitty it is." Lars smiled at him, and for the first time in longer than he could remember, 


Kirk gave him a sincere smile back. 


| really love you so much," Kirk mumbled. He sighed heavily and rested his head against Lars's chest, closing 
his eyes and listening to his heart beat for a few moments. "I love your smile so much. It's perfect. And your 
eyes make me weak. Every time you've touched me for the past ten years has been torture. | just wanted 


you so bad." 


Lars started to work his fingers through Kirk's hair to relax them both. "Really? You should've said something. 
That dream that actually happened comes into mind every time we're together. Drives me crazy. | just want it 


to happen again," he said, his voice barely a whisper. 


Kirk looked up at Lars, finally, and held his gaze for a long time, once again drowning in the gorgeous pools of 
green. And it only took another moment for Lars to close the gap between them again, kissing Kirk more deeply 
and more urgently than he had ever kissed anyone. Once again, clothing was pulled off, and once again, kisses 
were trailed across each of their bodies. Once again, Kirk did things that he knew he would only ever do with 
Lars, for the rest of his life, and Lars knew it, too. 


Afterwards, Lars rolled over and curled himself up against Kirk's side. Kirk looked down at him and smiled, 


which made Lars smile, too. 


"What are you smiling about?" Lars asked, resting his chin on Kirk's chest. 


"Nothing. Everything. You. James told me that morning that it would happen eventually, and | didn't believe him. 
| really should have," Kirk said softly. 


Lars shook his head and laughed. "Jamie's no love expert. | wouldn't have taken his word either, probably. But 
he surprises me sometimes. l'm happy about this surprise.’ He moved up closer to Kirk, then kissed his cheek, 


which made Kirk blush. 


"I've never been happier. And this time, | want you to be here when | wake up," Kirk mumbled. He wrapped his 


arm around Lars's waist, then shyly planted a kiss on his cheek. 


‘| will be, Kirk. Don't worry. | love you so much." He smiled at Kirk, then settled back into him, huddling his body 


against Kirk's side. 


Kirk knew Lars meant what he said, believed it more than he had ever believed anything. "I love you too, Lars. 


Even if it took us ten fucking years to get to this." 


